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DEDICATION. 

To thee, my sister, whose brief stay 

On earth was like a dream, 
Whose smiles like sunbeams passed away, 

Or like the rainbow's gleam ; 

Whose life stream to eternity 

Fled like a summer rill. 
But who, though now an angel free. 

Art yet my sister still ; 

To thee, thou of my childhood's home, 

I dedicate my tale, 
The record of thy transient bloom. 

So lovely, but so frail ! 

If angels can look down and see 
How move our heart-strings here, 

Then may this tribute, due to thee, 
Prove that thou wert most dear. 
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ADDRESS TO DEATH. 



" CoMx in consumption's ghastly form, 

And thou art terrible !*' Hallkcx. 



When thou, O Death ! dost come to those, 
Whose hearts are full of earthly woes, 
Whose weary days in grief have fled, 
'Till all their love of life is dead. 
Whose heaving bosoms' deep drawn sigh 
Betrays how much they long to die ; 
When thou, O Death ! dost come to such, 
And soothe them with thy silent touch ; 

Then, thou art beautiful. 

When thou, the patient suff 'rer, weak, 

Whose wasted form and pallid cheek, — 
2 
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Whose quiv'ring pulse and languid eye, 
Mark midnight hours go sleepless by ; 
Whose weary, drooping eyelids crave 
The long, sweet slumber of the grave : 
When thou, O Death ! dost bid such rest 
And lay them 'neath the earth's green breast, 

Then, thou art beautiful ! 



When thou dost come to those, O Death ! 
Who writhe 'neath scorching fever's breath ; 
Whose parching lips and burning brain 
Bespeak the fervency of pain ; 
Whose wandering reason cannot share 
The struggle that the flesh must bear ; 
When thou, O Death ! an angel kind. 
Dost quiet the delirious mind, 

Then, thou art beautiful ! 

But Oh ! when thou dost come to those. 
In whom the young blood richly flows ; 
When thou dost come with step of stealth, 
To those whose cheeks are flushed with health ; 
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Whose robust forms seem to defy 
The thought of weak mortality ! 
When thou, O Death ! dost all contemn 
And set thy fatal seal on them ; 

Then, thou art terrible ! 



THE BRIDAL MORNING. 

<*Tbkrc were eyes, in whose glistening laughter lay 

No fkiot remembrance of dull decay ; 

There were steps that flew o'er the cowslip's bead, 

As if for a banquet, all earth were spread ; 

There were voices that rung thxo' the sapphire sky 

And had not a sound of mortality !** Mas. Hsmaxs. 

That bridal mom — how glad it broke 

In all its vernal mirth ! 
Never a brighter sun awoke 

Upon a brighter earth. 

That heavenly bridegroom burst his tent 

In glorious regal pride ; 
And all his brightest beams were lent 

To bless an earthly bride. .' \ 



^ 
^ 

-^ 



12 THE CONSXrMPTiyE. 

Forth marching on his proud career, 

Beneath his potent sway, 
The mists that veiled the landscape clear, 

Like phantoms filed away. 

The dew drops sparkling in his rays 
And quiv'ring on each stem, 

Gave hack a full, resplendent hlaze, 
A rainbow diadem. 

The webwork, on the fresh, green grass, 
Sure promise of fair day. 

Spread out a pearly, glist'ning mass, 
A veil of network spray. 

And Flora's children, that sweet train. 

Meet for a bridal drest. 
Exhaled rich fragrance o'er the plain, 

Upon the zephyr's breast. 

And those soft warblers of the spring. 
With their enchanting lays, — 

Oh ! how their mellow notes did ring, 
A concert of pure praise! 
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Tes, Earth, that was a festive mom, 
As bright as thou canst know ; 

And never will sweet Spring adorn 
A lovelier, here below. 



So do I remember it, that beautiful 
May morning, with its sparkling dew 
drops, and gentle zephyrs, and its soft 
cerulean skies; — and thou Sun, with 
thy quiver of grateful treasures to scat- 
ter o'er the pathway of the bride ! 
Spring, glad, bright, life-giving Spring ! 
with thy smiles and soft caresses, thou 
didst steal unto our frozen earth and 
woo her back to life. She had put 
aside the joyous garments of her 
brighter days, and lay, cold and cheer- 
less, in sackcloth and ashes. The 
Autumn winds had stripped, and the 
wintry blasts had pierced her, — all her 
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brightness and freshness, her glory and 
pride, had fallen like shadows around 
her. Poor Earth ! she had mourned 
herself sick, and there were no warm, 
life-giving beams to cheer or revive 
her. But Spring, sweet Spring, thou 
didst weep on her breast, and thy 
tears fell not coldly upon her. There 
was warmth, there was life in thy gen- 
tle drops, and thy smiles woke the fount- 
ains within her. Behold how her frigid 
veins have now melted, and leap all so 
joyous in their limpid elasticity! Be- 
hold how she decks herself in soft dra- 
pery and garlands, and adorneth her 
forehead with jewels ! How sweet are 
her breathings, so fresh and so health- 
ful, — and her music, how joyous, how 
cheerful! Her heart is all swelling 
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with new life and gladness, and every 
pulsation speaks joy in its throbbings ! 

And whence came the charm that revived one so 

dead? 
Whose hand was it, Earth, placed the wreaths on 

thy head ? 
Sweet Spring ! 't was thy wand broke the fetters 

that bound her, 
And thine was the hand that so beauteously 

crown 'd her. 

Such was the bridal morning whose 
perfect loveliness awakened the joy- 
ous impulses of a fresh young spirit, and 
hung the halo of a rainbow hope o'er 
the threshold of its radiant future. 
But had that morn been less enchant- 
ing, had it even spread some darksome 
vapors over its clear, blue heavens, it 
' could scarce have shaded the sky of 
hope, or cast one fleecy veil of mist 
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over the dimless horizon of that buoy- 
ant spirit. For it was always May in 
her heart, and ever hopeful, she looked 
forward only to the long bright summer 
of life, with its cloudless skies, its deep- 
ening verdure, its flowery pathways, 
and its all sunny hours. She thought 
not of its Autumn, — that she would 
never see, though indeed she knew 
it not. Alas! the winter of death, 
with its chilling frosts, would steal so 
stealthily on the very footsteps of 
summer, and cast its blight upon the 
full blown rose, in the meridian of its 
freshness and beauty ! 

But haste thee, dear reader, and let 
me introduce thee to the bride while 
she yet lingers on the threshold of her 
girlhood's home, for the impatient 
steeds are already neighing their eager- 
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ness to depart. Come, there is nothing 
that will repulse thee in that beaming 
face, and when the pleasant smile dis- 
closes the glistening pearls, and the 
gentle voice greets thee with its win- 
ning tones, thou wilt forget thou art a 
stranger, and feel a trustful confidence 
in thy quickly formed friendship, and 
most unwillingly say, good bye. Mark 
how her pulse throbs with the fullness 
of her glad heart's joy ! There is the 
glowing cheek, the sparkling eye, the 
light footstep, and the merry laugh. 
There is all the exuberant delight, the 
simple trustfulness, and the fond antici- 
pation, of a warm, young, untried spirit. 
With health so vigorous, and hopes so 
brilliant, why should she mistrust the 
confident promises of a long, unclouded 
fiiture ? 
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O hope ! delusive, treach'rous hope ! 

So to illume her sky, 
And tinge its far horizon's scope, 

With such exquisite dye ! 
When, ere it reach its mid-day pow'r, 

Her sun must sink to rest ; 
And death's cold dew so chill the flow'r, 

'T will wither on earth's breast. 

Kind reader, we will leave her for 
awhile to enjoy the bridal tour unmo- 
lested; for, perhaps thou dost know, 
that it is not always pleasant on such 
occasions, to be pursued by a third 
party too closely. 
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THE PARSONAGE. 

"Tbs Panonage, a quaint, irregular pile, partly antiquated, bat 
repaired and altered, in tbe tastes of various ages and occupants.** 

Washuiotom Ievwo. 

The halcyon moments of the bridal 
tour having flitted away, we will now 
follow the young bride to her village 
home, and if you will, dear reader, 
take a hasty survey of the Parsonage. 
Some thought it gloomy, and there was 
an air of taciturn austerity about it, 
that well reminded one of haunted 
homesteads where misanthropic witches 
plotted at midfiight hours, with sullen 
joy, their evil-brewing schemes. But 
it had some redeeming charms, in its 
serene, unbroken stillness, and when 
the thick surrounding foliage, the pur- 
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pie lilac, and the ruby clustering pome- 
granate adorned it with their fragrant 
shade, it wore a brighter aspect, and 
you might even wish to be a musing 
occupant within its quiet walls. Aye, 
when the face of that young, happy 
bride with its contented cheerfulness 
and ever beaming smile, lit up its still 
apartments, or greeted you beneath its 
verdant shades, there stole a halo o'er 
its pensive features, which invested it 
with winsome brightness, and made its 
less attractive hues retreat and quickly 
vanish. And such was then her quiet 
home ; and beneath its tranquil, unpre- 
tending roof, were passed such hours of 
calm, unruffled, trustful joy, as in the 
marble hall and gilded palace, or pil- 
lared dome, but seldom spread their 
peaceful banquet. And here, with all 
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its glittering hopes, and flattering 
dreams, and promised joys, flew quickly 
by the first bright era, in that young 
bride's womanhood. Though a mat- 
ron's title, and the additional degree of 
a Pastor's wife, with all its claims to 
presidential honors among the village 
circles, imparted an appropriate dignity 
to her carriage in this commanding sta- 
tion; there still remained the same 
buoyancy and freshness, the same merry 
heart and laughing face, that were al- 
ways hers from childhood. There was 
still that artless ingenuousness, and that 
innocent simplicity of manner, which so 
winningly charc^cterized her earlier girl- 
hood, and imparted to her cheerful dis- 
position, a perpetual charm. Such was 
the warmth of confidence and the cor- 
dial fullness df her affectionate heart, 
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that it readily entwined its delicate ten- 
drils around the new claimants upon her 
affections, which came within the 
sphere of its influence ; and her new 
abode soon became to the young 
stranger, a fondly loved and cherished 
home. The comprehensive appellation 
of "my people," was one which she 
loved to extend to every animate 
thing that sustained any relations to 
those who, by their reciprocal friend- 
ship and sympathizing kindnesses and 
attentions, had quickly endeared them- 
selves to her. On one occasion, when 
a party of her childhood's friends had 
come to visit her in her new home and 
congratulate her upon her pastoral re- 
sponsibilities; as they stood beneath 
the shade of a loaded pomegranate, 
which scattered its briHiant treasures 
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around the portico^ a canine stranger 
entered^ and with a free and homelike 
air^ ranged round the garden grounds 
at will. One of the company, observ- 
ing the new guest, humorously asked 
her of its relationship j when, with an 
arch expression of mingled compla- 
cency and tenderness, that betrayed 
alike her conscious sovereignty, and 
the sincerity of her new attachments, 
she replied, " Oh ! it is one of my 
people." 

With a heart so warm and cordial 
and free in its truthful love, and which 
prompted smiles and kindly words for 
the humblest object of its sympathies, 
she soon attached herself, by indisso- 
luble ties, to those with whom her new 
relations had brought her into such 
intimate connection; and life at the 
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Parsonage became a mutual interchange 
of kindly sympathies and gentle ameni- 
ties and lasting friendships. 



THE LITTLE STRANGER. 

" Omoc, on this mom bo sweetly fair, 
Yon ancient dome was sad with care. 
While hurrying step and stifled word, 
From darken'd room were faintly beard ; 
And miss'd the household many a day, 
Their lady fh>m her place away. 
But when again she cheer'd the scene. 
At hearth and board, with brow serene, 
And paler cheek and saintlier air, 
Wrapp*d in her arms a babe she bare. 
Gentle and pure, as snow drop frail. 
That shrinks to meet the chilling gale. 

Mrs. Sioournky. 

Time with golden pinions of fairy 
fleetness, stole on its wonted round of 
days and weeks, and months and sea- 
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sons ; and once again sweet Spring 
sent out her croaking heralds^ and broke 
the fetters from the gurgling rills, which 
winter^s hand had bound so frigidly. 
Then, when all nature was awaking to 
new impulses, and murmurs of resusci- 
tated life were borne on every passing 
breeze, and winter's chill embraces 
untwining 'neath Spring's gentler 
touches, a little angel visitant came 
down to earth, and trilled its first, faint, 
feeble cry, upon the breath of morn. 
Oh! stirring thought! a little life has 
now begun, whose invisible thread of 
being will never end ; a ray of immor- 
tality has emanated from the eternal 
life, which nought in heaven or earth 
may quench ; a spark that never can go 

out ; a parallel with Deity ! 

3 
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O life ! thou art a mystery. 
With which we cannot cope ; 

So vast in thine infinity, 
So boundless in thy scope ! 

Eternity alone can give 

A clew to what it is to live. 



All that our feeble powers can know, 

About a theme so high, 
Is, that within these bodies glow 

Souls which can never die ; 
Which will live on, and on, for aye. 
To bless or mourn their natal day. 



But in its early dawnings here. 
Ere yet comes on the strife, 

In the first stage of its career, 
How beautiful is life ! 

The gentle life of infancy. 

How sweet, how pure, how heavenly ! 
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Oh ! there is something in that time, 
That spring-time of our birth, 

That whispers of a purer clime, 
A brighter home than earth ; 

A world where sin with its dark train, 

Caff never once admittance gain. 



What visions of that glorious place 
Steal from those mansions blest, 

When gazing on an infant's face. 
In its sweet, cradled rest ! 

So calm, so placidly serene ; 

Say, hath it not an angel's mien ? 



Aye, He who once Himself came down 

From glory's highest seat. 
And laid aside His kingly crown, 

Our mortal doom to meet ; 
He who became weak, poor, as we. 
And even knew our infancy ; 
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He tells us, in that better land, 
-• His Father's blissful place, 
Their angels do forever stand 

Beholding his bright face. 
And well, 't would seem, that they alone. 
Might gaze undazzled towards tRe throne. 



And can we wonder then, that they. 
To whom such buds are given, 

As led the Son of God to say 
They were the types of Heaven ; 

That they should cling with deathless love, 

To flowers like those that bloom above ? 



Ah ! no, fond mother : that deep well 

Implanted in thy breast, 
Whose fountains will unbidden swell, 

Whose waters cannot rest ; 
That deep, pure current of thy soul, 
Thou could'st not, if thou would'st control. 
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Noj it is kindred with that love, 

So wonderful, so high, 
Which sent its chosen from above, 

To suffer, bleed and die ; 
Whose length and breadth, and depth and 

height. 
No tongue can tell, no pen can write ! 



And such a spring, deep^ pure and 
deathless^ awoke the fountains of this 
young mother's heart, and stirred its 
hidden depths to new emotions, which 
invested her already glowing life, with 
brighter joy, and made its golden links 
at death an agony to sunder. And 
as new morns woke on the little bird- 
ling's head, and unfolded with gentle 
care each latent baby charm, and 
planted dimples in the soft, delicate 
cheeks, her heart throbbed with a 



I 
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deeper impulse^ and thrilled its chords 
to new vibrations. 

And thus wore on the happy spring, 
enhancing day by day the mother's 
ecstacy, while it called forth ever in the 
beauteous object of her caresses, some 
fresh development of infant grace and 
winsome loveliness. 



And summer came, as fled the weeks, 

But ah ! it brought no more 
The roses to those pallid cheeks, 

Which were so fresh before. 

That one, bright spring-time of the year. 

Was all to her was given ; 
And when again ours opened here, 

Hers — had commenced in Heaven ! 
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THE SHADOW. 



*' AvFBCTxoM^fl holy light 

Burns fitfUl here awhile, 
But soon there comes a chiffing blight, 

To blast affection*s smile ; 
And love and joy flee fast away, 
Like fleece clouds of a summer's day.* 



Mysterious messenger of God ! 
Thou hast upon that threshold trod ; 
Entered the portals of that home, 
And through that once so joyous dome, 
Where all was happiness and light. 
Cast mournful shades of sorrow's night. 

Our tale will be a short one, for we 
speak of a career which was an epi- 
sode, an ephemera, a dream; of a 
flower sweetly flourishing on the prairie 
of life, when the wind passeth over it, 
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and it is gone ! Yes, brightly was she 
flourishing in the garden of home. 
The star of its domestic heaven, the 
sun of its earthly radiance ; and what, 
what was there wanting now, to make 
that happy parsonage, a little earthly 
paradise ? But a cloud was gathering 
o^er its summer sky; a shadow dim- 
ming its clear horizon, behind whose 
dark, mysterious folds, that radiant star 
would sink to rest and that sun go 
down forever. 

It was a bright, enchanting day in 
the latter part of summer. All nature 
was teeming with luxuriant maturity 
and earth lay like a sea of verdure, 
reposing beneath the full effulgence of 
a serene, unclouded heaven. The 
beetle trilled its long, sonorous, dreamy 
music far over the deep green meadows. 
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and from out the shady recesses of 
their forest homes, the feathered war- 
blers chanted their wood notes wild, 
upon each waving breeze. Oh! how 
beautiful did earth seem, basking in 
quiet beauty, in the meridian of her 
summer glory; and how entrancingly 
amid such surrounding charms, its 
glowing emblems, arose through vistas 
of a cloudless futurity, the long, bright 
summer of life, before the hoping spirit 
of that young, happy mother. Her 
babe, her fond heart's new born treas- 
ure, was sleeping in innocence beside 
her. Each day had added to its grow- 
ing charms and strengthened the chords 
that bound it to her soul. And as she 
gazed on its unrufSed features, and 
watched its gentle breathings, and 
marked the angelic smile play round 
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the little, dimpled mouth, as if it list- 
ened to some seraph's whisperings,— the 
inmost fountains of her heart were 
stirred, and her love rekindled its inex- 
tinguishable flame, with the fervor of a 
deathless intensity. How fondly did 
she look forward to that blissful season 
when the lips of the unconscious sleep- 
er would prattle forth their birdlike 
music, and repeat in lisping accents a 
mother^s name ; and the little feet go 
patting with their ceaseless tread, across 
the nursery floor. And then the vision 
stopt not here ; on, on it stretched, till 
infancy had glided into childhood, and 
childhood lost itself in boyhood, and 
boyhood's dreams and aspirations un- 
folded in perfect manhood. Ah ! how 
little thought that doting mother of her 
own approaching destiny ; of the insidi- 
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ous spoiler who was even then lurking 
in ambush on her pathway. Each day 
that added to her infant's charms, stole 
health and freshness from her fading 
cheek. The pulse beat with a quicker 
and a monitory stroke, and the eye 
assumed a supernatural brightness, 
which told with silent emphasis, that 
could not be mistaken, the dread de- 
stroyer was at hand. Then came the 
hectic flush, diffusing its unearthly 
beauty over those livid cheeks, and, 
like the sunset's dying glow, foretelling 
the approach of night; and the step 
grew tremulous and measured, and her 
always gentle tones, lower, and softer, 
and fainter. 



Ah ! who the feelings can define, 

With which we marked her slow decline ; 



1 
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While tracing each prophetic sign, 

That marked her, dread Consumption, thine* 

Oh ! ye who weep some loved one dead, 
Upon whose cheek the rose once spread. 
While death upon the vitals fed. 
Our tears together we might shed. 



THE DELUSION. 

** And reason's self shall bow the knee 

To sliadows and delusions here." Tbb Waif. 

There came a time that tempted hope, 
And chased our fears awhile away : 

Disease seemed narrowing its scope. 
And Death himself was kept at hay. 

The merry laugh rang out its peal, 
The step went more elastic by ; 

And my glad heart began to feel. 
Perhaps, perhaps, she will not die ! 
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Alas ! for phantom joy like this. 

^T was but Consumption's mockery ; 
To make the transit back from bliss, 

A more heart rending agony. 

Like the great arch-deceiver's schemes, 
Who lifts his victim high, o'er all, 

To revel in a meteor's beams. 
And make more terrible his fall. 
* # # # # 



And the Autumn came^ that sweetly- 
pensive, mournful season, when falling 
leaves, and withering flowers, and fading 
fields remind us all so forcibly of our 
own, inevitable mortality. But the 
consumptive, did she see in these moni- 
tors of nature, the semblance of her 
own impending doom ? Ah, no : how 
could she think of death, to whom life 
was just opening the exhaustless garner 
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of its richest sweets ? Still hopeful, as 
ia the first, fresh morning of her bride- 
hood, she saw only in the far, blue dis- 
tance, a glittering succession of glow- 
ing summers and golden to-morrows. 
Even though it had been intimated to 
her, that disease was within her frame, 
and how important extreme prudence 
and carefulness were on her part, she 
seemed never to suspect the character 
of that disease, or to once dream of its 
fatal termination. Many an Autumn 
evening have we sat beside her, around 
the cheerful fireside blaze, recounting 
days of past delight, or exciting the 
merry laugh with themes of playful 
pleasantry, and she would be the gay- 
est, happiest, merriest of us all. No 
one would have dreamed that the fear* 
ful spoiler was so near, had not the 
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flickering firelight revealed the wan, 
pale hrow, and the bright, warm flames 
lit up her deathly features with their 
resplendent glow, like Autumn's brill* 
iant tints on nature's dying treasures. 
Her buoyant spirit still pictured before 
it only the realization of its fond antici- 
pations ; and she would say, as she laid 
her attenuated hand upon her chest, 
"Oh, I am all well now, only there 
is something here that makes me feel 
so weak ; I don't know what it is, but it 
will soon go off, and then I will do this 
and that;'* and she would enumerate 
her respective plans for the future. 
One day her attending physician, him- 
self a consumptive, called upon her ; 
and after various questions respecting 
her present illness, asked her if she had 
ever observed a rosy flush, the size of 
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a half dollar^ upon her cheeks. She 
looked up into his face with such a 
mournfully inquiring expression, that 
the tears forced themselves into his 
eyes, and replied, with tones of mingled 
surprise and smothered emotions, " Oh ! 
Doctor, are you looking for that yet ?'' 
I shall never forget her artless, unsus- 
pecting manner, when she afterwards 
spoke of the circumstance to a friend 
who stood near her bedside, as she said, 
" I knew he was sorry that he 
asked me that, for the tears came into 
his eyes. Poor Doctor ! I do not be- 
lieve he will live long ; he grows so thin 
and pale !*' Ah, poor consumptive ! 
thou didst not then dream that the 
object of thy sympathies would live to 
see thine own, wan, pallid face shut 

from the light of life, in death's dark^ 
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chill embraces ! Yet she knew all the 
attending presages of consumption, for 
she had seen one of her early girlhood's 
friends sink slowly to the grave, be- 
neath its gradual encroaches. But 
when the insidious disease had wrought 
its fearful ravages upon her own once 
vigorous frame and was rapidly prepar- 
ing it for the tomb, — Oh ! then it hung 
a veil before her eyes, that she might 
not discern its coming; and threw 
a strange hallucination over the senses, 
that seemed to divest them of their 
wonted powers and blind them with a 
treacherous spell, to unmistakable reali- 
ties. But the time came when the 
fearful truth could no longer be con- 
cealed ; and it must be revealed to her, 
that she must die. Oh ! what a painful 
secret for affection's lips to unfold ! 
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How often did the fond heart quail at 
the thought of its bitter task and the 
quivering lips refuse to utter their 
mournful mission! But how short- 
sighted were that love, however strong, 
that could mark the coming of that last, 
pale foe and forbear to warn its unwary 
victim, lest it might disturb some tran- 
sient dream of fleeting pleasure. But 
how shall I attempt to describe the 
thrilling scene which followed that dis- 
closure ! Can words portray the painful 
agony of an hour, when a loving, hope- 
ful, ardent, young spirit is unexpectedly 
called to quit its hold on earth, to sun- 
der, as it were, the very fibres of its 
nature and look with serious earnestness 
on the untried scenes of the spirit world, 
as on immediate realities ? 
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Ah ! who that ne'er himself hath stood, 

Upon life's mystic verge, 
And marked death's darkly rolling flood, 

Approaching surge hy surge. 
All silently, yet strong and sure. 
Like conqueror of his spoil secure ; 



Who that hath ne'er been called to stand. 
Thus at death's very door. 

And gaze tow'rds that far spirit land. 
That untried, unknown shore. 

While earth is fading from the eye, 

Can tell us, what it is to die ? 



Who that hath ne'er been called to part, 
With all on earth that's dear ; 

To rend the life strings of the heart. 
From all their tendrils here ; 

To burst its every golden tie. 

Can know how hard it is to die ? 
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O Death ! thou art a mystery, 

Which time will ne'er unfold ; 

Thine is a fearful history, 

Which cannot here be told : 

But all that's hidden now and sealed, 

Will, when we taste thee, be revealed. 



Enough, that God's own image bright 

Hath once passed through thy wave. 

Brought immortality to light, 

And life beyond the grave : 

Enough ; He hath a compass given, 

Which points unerringly to Heaven. 



What though our mortal nature quail, 
When death first aims his dart ? 

What though the outward temple frail, 
Awhile unnerve the heart ? 

The soul where faith sublime doth dwell 

Will feel a strength such fears to quell. 



THE DELUSION. 45 

It looks beyond the narrow tomb, 
To that which never dies ; 

It lifts its gaze, o'er all its gloom, 
To scenes above the skies ; 

And meets through Him, its mortal strife, 

The resurrection and the life. 

What a sure anchor for the soul. 

About to breast death's flood, 

While its dark, threat 'ning billows roll, 
To lean itself on God ! 

To know that He hath stemmed the wave 

And gained the vict'ry o'er the grave ! 

The Christian's hope, who would 
not covet it, in the hour of approaching 
dissolution ! Oh ! what^ when the king 
of terrors is grappling with weak, trem- 
bling nature and rending with convul- 
sive throes the outward tenement of 
mortality, can impart like that, to the 
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immortal spirit, such lofty courage, such 
sublime heroism, such godlike serenity, 
such heavenly rapture ! Without it, 
the dauntless conqueror of nations, the 
mightiest potentate of vast dominions, 
the proudest monarch of unnumbered 
kingdoms, will quail with more than 
childlike weakness, before that last, 
invincible enemy. But let its high 
and heaven-born inspiration steal to the 
bosom of earth's humblest wanderer; 
let it come to the beggar in his tattered 
poverty ; to the famished, stricken 
mother in her ghastly wretchedness ; to 
the weak and timid maiden in her 
trembling fragileness ; and even to the 
child in its shrinking helplessness; to 
the poorest, the humblest, the weakest, 
the frailest, the most life-worn and 
wretched of the human family, when 
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exhausted nature is gradually surren- 
dering in that last, resistless struggle, 
and it will invest the earthly tabernacle 
with a celestial glory ; it will light* up 
the sunken, heavy eye, with the bril- 
liancy of a heavenly radiance ; it will 
tinge the wan and ghastly features 
with a pure, unearthly beauty and im- 
part to the whole outward temple an 
angelic, a godlike serenity, which will 
indeed bear witness, with silent but 
convincing eloquence, that "mortality 
is swallowed up of life." 

It was this hope, with all its sustain- 
ing, animating, life-giving power, which 
calmed the agitated bosom of that frail, 
trembling consumptive, and enabled 
her to surrender, not only with a wil- 
ling, but a triumphant spirit, all that 
had bound her so fondly, so dotingly to 
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earth. Awhile her burthened heart 
agonized and struggled under the fear- 
ful stroke, which had fallen so sud- 
denly, so unexpectedly upon it ; awhile 
the overwhelming truth seemed too 
heavy, too painful for reality ; and as 
the thought of the last, parting hour 
with the dear objects of her affections, 
flashed in all its vividness before her, 
the bursting heart gave way and she 
exclaimed in anguish and bitterness of 
spirit, " Oh ! how can I part with you 
and our dear child !" All those fond 
anticipations, those blissful dreams and 
golden hopes which had so hung their 
halo of brightness round the inmost 
recesses of her heart, had been blighted 
in a moment and were vanishing from 
its desolated sanctuary slowly, silently 
and forever! Life had never seemed 
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more attractive, more desirable, more 
beautiful, than now : the present was 
teeming with happiness and the future 
promised still deeper joy. But she 
must surrender all. Every golden link 
must be sundered ; every blissful dream 
relinquished ; every glowing hope ex- 
tinguished ! Grim death stood waiting 
to encircle her in his cold, repulsive 
armS; and there was no escape from his 
dread embraces. What a trying crisis 
for poor, weak, sensitive mortality ! 
But the comforter came, the sting was 
taken from death, the false coloring 
from life, and the transition to the spirit 
world became gradually a welcome, 
a cherished reality. The sweet smile, 
which had always enlivened her cheer- 
ful face, returned with a chastened 
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loveliness and over the pensive brow 
stole a heavenly halo of placid, spiritual 
serenity. 



ANGEL WHISPERINGS. 

*' 1 HKJLK a voice you cannot hear, 

Which says I mast not stay ; 
I see a hand you cannot see, 

Which becJcons me away." 

*'Hark! they whisper: angels say, 
Sister spirit, come away." ^^ 

It was midnight. The beautiful sen- 
tinels of the great I AM, were silently 
stationed on the mighty watch tower of 
Heaven, and the pale, young moon was 
gently breathing her early good-night 
and sinking softly away to her rest. 
There was a holy hush at that midnight 
hour. Not a voice came up from the 
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sleeping earthy not a tone from the far, 
blue sky; even the zephyr floated 
by with awe. It was a night for still 
communion with God; a night to be 
alone with the Infinite. And all was 
alike calm and hushed and tranquil 
in the silent sick-chamber. The taper, 
whose flickering, half hidden light cast 
a twilight dimness over the apartment, 
was wasting slowly away in its socket, 
and the watcher had suspended awhile 
the soothing attentions at the bedside, 
where it was supposed, after much 
severe pain, the sick one at last slept. 
But lo ! from that couch of suffering, 
over the unbroken stillness, there stole 
a strain of unearthly music, in tones so 
soft, so sweet, so heavenly, it was 
thought to be the voice of an angel. 
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" There is no sin there, nor any sighing, 
Nor any pain there, nor any dying." 

It was the consumptive who warbled 
the angelic notes. Her almost disem- 
bodied spirit was anticipating the hour 
of its release from earthly captivity and 
with transporting expectation had look- 
ed within the veil. The blissful purity 
of that better world seemed vividly re- 
vealed to her, and she heard the voices 
of its bright inhabitants calling her 
kindred spirit, to participate in its glori- 
ous blessedness. 

The veil that hides the spirit land, 

Seemed lifted to her soul, 
And voices of a seraph band, 

Across the midnight stole. 
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She heard the harplngs of the hlest, 

Upon that better shore ; 
She heard and longed to be at rest, 

Where pain could come no more. 

She knew the weary, aching frame 
Would have no pangs to bear : 

The heart, fed with a deathless flame, 
Would cease its throbbings there. 

She knew that sin's malaria breath 

Could never reach that home ; 
Nor 'mid immortal blooms pale Death, 

A ruthless conqueror, roam. 

No ; naught that dims this vale of tears 
Could blight those realms of love ! 

That was a thought to calm death's fears, 
And waft her soul above. 

Thus oft kind Heaven, to gentle hearts. 
Which at death's coming quail. 

Sweet foretastes of that rest imparts. 
To bear them through the vale. 
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They see hope's glorious guiding star 
Gleam from its haven bright ; 

O'er the dark valley shines afar, 
A hallowed beacon light. 

The shadows which hang round the tomb. 

Depart like mists of even; 
And, all unconscious of its gloom, 

The soul is winged to Heaven. 

A few more weeks of lingering pain, 
of sleepless nights and weary days, 
through which the uncomplaining spirit 
bore up with saintlike resignation, — the 
unwavering faith sustained serene its 
godlike triumphs, — and the patient, gen- 
tle sufferer was no more. 

To those, who round her dying bed, 

Came silently to weep, 
•* Oh ! I am happy now," she said, 
Then meekly turned her drooping head 

And sweetly " fell asleep." 
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'^ So fades a summer cloud away. 

So sinks the gale when storms are o'er. 

So gently shuts the eye of day, 
So dies a wave along the shore." 



THE BURIAL. 



" I KNOW whence the shadow comes o*er you now : 
Ye have strewn the dust on the sunny brow, 
Ye have given the lovely to earth's embrace, 
She hath taken the fkirest of beauty's race, 
With their laughing eyes and their festive crown, 
j They are gone from amongst you, in silence down." 

Mas. Hkmanb. 

" But ah ! no messages they give. 

Nor tell us where, or how they live, 

Tho* conscious, while with us below. 

How much themselves desired to know." Dobkll. 



Yes, it was all, all over now. 

The pulse was hushed and cold the brow ; 

The hectic flush those cheeks had fled. 

And death's cold chill was there instead. 

Affection's golden cord was riven ; 

My only sister, passed to Heaven. 
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How lone the desolated hearth, 

Where blighting death hath been ! 
This life seems to have lost its worth, 
The heart goes wandering o'er the earth, 

To fill its void, in vain ; 
Returns all joyless to the breast, 
Convinced this world is not its rest. 

In that once happy bridal home. 
Whose life and light had fled. 
In that same consecrated room. 
Where we were wont with joy to come, 

We gazed upon the dead ; 
Silent and motionless and cold. 
No smiles to greet us as of old. 

How vividly, as o'er that face. 

So fixed and pale, we bent. 
Her beaming eyes, her warm embrace, 
Her sweet expression, every grace, 

Like sunbeams came and went. 
We thought of all she once had been, 
Alas ! how changed, how altered, then ! 
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'Twas hard to think that lifeless form, 
Once with the living current warm, 

Now statue like in death, 
Was ever of herself a part, 
Ere hore the feeling, throbbing heart. 

Or swelled with vital breath. 



And thus, I thought, death changes all. 
Both rich and poor, both great and small ; 

Each, every one must die ; 
These bodies we so fondly cherish. 
Thus in a few more days must perish 

And lay their glory by. 



O Grod ! how slow we are to learn, 

That dust must to the earth return. 

By thine all- wise decree ; 

The spirit, of a nobler birth. 

Soar from the fading things of earth, 

And mount again to Thee. 
5 
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So teach us then, to count our days. 
That every setting sun's last rays 

Will tell of life's decrease ; 
And to our hearts that wisdom give. 
To guide us ever how to live, 

That our last end he peace. 



The last look had been taken, the 
creaking lid sealed down forever upon 
the ashy brow, and death's black, 
mystic drapery suspended o'er the 
bier. Slowly and with a measured 
tread, the funeral train issued in 
solemn silence from that lonely Par- 
sonage. The cold, sharp, piercing 
winds howled with a mournful murmur- 
ing their melancholy requiem, and the 
tolling bell gave back in sad reverbe- 
rations its dirge-like echoes to the 
heart's deep wailing. I might go on to 
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describe that sorrowful procession as it 
entered the village church ; the touch- 
ing strains which stole with such plain- 
tive melody over our stricken spirits ; 
those words of the preacher which fell 
so impressively on the hushed and 
subdued assembly ; and that last solemn 
consignment of ^ dust to dust and earth 
to earth;*' but I forbear. You too 
perchance, dear reader, have loved and 
lost ; and you know all. 



'^ Then home return — ^there what a blank appears. 

Oh ! there are griefs for tears too deep ! 
Heart agonies we may not weep, 
Death-chills which o'er the life strings creep, 
Soul-sorrows, which the spirit steep, 

In woe's abyss. 
If there's a wound earth cannot heal, 
A pang no language can reveal, 



j> 
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Which makes the very heart congealy 
From its intensity to feel, 

'T is this, 'tis this: 
With heavy, aching heart to come 
Back to the desolated home ; 
The lonely hall, the vacant room, 
All eloquent with silent gloom, 

And grief's sad show. 
To look on all the loved one wore. 
And while the heart bleeds to its core, 
Recalling mem'ry's hallowed store. 
To think that she will come no more ; 

This, THIS is woe. 

Spring, with its soft blue violets and 
delicate May flowers, its songs of robins 
and gentle rivulet murmurings, its 
glowing skies and balmy zephyrs, its 
buds and fragrant blossoms; Summer, 
with its long bright hours, its deep 
green shades and myriad song-birds, its 
hum of bees and trilling grasshoppers. 
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its waving grass and brilliant flowers ; 
Autumn, with its golden and purple 
fruits, its gorgeous tints and mellow 
skies, its fading, falling, withering 
leaves and mournful cricket dirges, and 
all its deep, still whispers of decay ; 
and now again. Winter, with its fire- 
side joys, its whistling winds and 
feathery snow flakes and frosty, spark- 
ling crystals; all, all have been here, 
but she comes not. The Consumptive 
will not return. She is gone; gone 
to that better country, where spring- 
time and harvest, summer and winter, 
day and night, are no more ! 



62 THE CONSUMPTIVE. 



THE SPIRIT'S HOME. 



** Birr there's a land above 
This cold and cfaeerleas scene, 

Wbere flow immortal streams of love, 
Through pastures fair and green, 

And wave the leaves of life's broad tree. 

In breezes of Eternity. 



That better land be mine. 

My Joy and portion there ! 
Who would not earth's brief jo]rs resign. 

And light afflictions share, 
To tread at last those golden streets, 
Where brother ransomed brother meets !'* 



** We know that the bowers are green and fair, 

In the light of that summer shore, 
And we know that the friends we have lust are there ; 

They are there and they weep no more." 

Mrs. Hkmans. 



" And I also shall go homeJ 



t» 
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Oh ! leap my heart, there is a future home ! 

There is a rest, a glorious rest above for thee ! 
When death for the last Christian pilgrim shall 
have come, 
How sweet then, Oh ! how sweet that rest will 
be! 



Dear, precious names, hath inspiration given, 
To those unfading mansions for the soul on 
high; 
Our " Father's House," " The New Jerusalem," 
Heaven ; 
What joy unspeakable does each imply ! 



And those descriptions revelation draws, 

Steal like celestial music from that world afar ; 

The soul to grasp their meaning, must instinctive 
pause. 
So glorious, thrilling and divine they are. 
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The bard of Israel, with his sweet toned lyre. 
The rapt, inspired prophet of the ancient time. 

When looking in the veil, seemed touched with 
living fire, 
And ravished with an ecstasy sublime. 

Isaiah, volumes in one verse hath said, 

''The ransomed ones shall come to Zion, in 
that day, 

With songs and everlasting joy upon their heads ; 
Sorrow and sighing then shall flee away." 

But th' entranced Divine of Patmos isle, 

Who saw and heard what mortal never did 
before. 

In a majestic, heav'nly, tho' simple style. 
Which thrills the spirit to its inmost core ; 

Unveils before us all the spirit land. 

Reveals the hidden mysteries of the world to 
come. 
Paints the celestial city with its white-robed band, 

And gives the heart blest foresights of its home. 
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Faith adds her seal to all his words disclose, 
And pluming her glad wings to an ethereal 
flight, 
Alights with him afar where Life's pure river 
flows. 
And Paradise shines forth in dazzling light. 



We gaze with him upon the crystal sea, 

Behold the New Jerusalem, with its streets of 
gold, 
Enter its pearly gates, where waves life's healing 
tree. 
And hear in spirit, all his lips unfold. 



Oh ! leap my heart, thou hast a better home ; 

There is a rest, a glorious rest above for thee ; 
Soon, very soon, for thy clay temple death will 
come. 

Then captive spirit, thou art ever free ! 
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Free from the thraldom of a mortal part, 

Its narrow bounds and weights, that would not 
let thee rise, 
Free from the snaring pageants, earth threw 
round thy heart, 
To lure it from its birth-place in the skies. 



Free from all evils of a life below. 

The discipline and sorrow of a vale of tears, 
The countless griefs which more or less each 
heart must know, 

Now cheered by hope, now tantalized by fears. 



But more than all, free from the clouds of sin. 
The veil that oftimes hid from thee, thy Father's 
face ; 
The struggles, conflicts of that godlike power 
within. 
Which urged thee onward in the Christian race. 
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Free from all these, what a transporting thought ! 

Free to return forever to thy native sky, 
Free to behold the Lamb, who thy deliv'rance 
wrought, 
Who tasted death that thou no more should'st 
die. 



Free to bow down in gratitude before Him, 

To tell Him all, which earth no language had 
to say ; 
Free, with the blood washed throng to follow and 
adore Him, 
Where God, Himself, wipes ev'ry tear away. 



Oh ! leap my heart, thou hast a better home ; 

There is a rest, a glorious rest above for thee ; 
Soon, very soon, for thy clay temple death will 
come ; 

Then, then my spirit, thou art ever free ! 
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There thou wilt need no candle's feeble ray, 
Nor sun, nor moon's reflected beams, to give 
thee light ; 

For the Lobd God Himself sheds everlasting day 
And in that city there shall be no night. 



There thou wilt feel the scorching noon-tide heat, 
The hunger pang, the spirit's quenchless thirst, 
no more ; 
The Lamb shall feed thee then and lead thy 
willing feet, 
To founts of living waters, on that shore. 



And there will be no sorrow there, nor pain. 
No sin, nor death with loathsome touch bid 
aught decay ; 
No golden link be snapt from love's immortal 
chain ; 
For former things will then have passed 
away. 
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Oh ! leap my heart, such is thy future home ! 
Such is the rest, the glorious rest, that waits for 
thee ; 
When death for the last Christian pilgrim shall 
have come. 
How sweet, then^ Oh ! how sweet that rest will 
be! 
****** t 

And thou art there, departed one, 

There in that blessed Home ! 
A little while we linger on, 

Then we to thee may come. 

What though it here to us is given, 

Grief 's bitter cup to share ? 
We'll lift the eye of faith to Heaven 

And hope to meet thee there. 

There, where disease, with blighting breath. 

No more sweeps blasting by, 
There, where no sickness, pain nor death 

Shall close the beaming eye. 



70 
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There fond affection shall not weep, 
Its quivering heart-strings riven, 

But every spirit drink the deep, 
Pure, lasting love of Heaven. 
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